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H E N ſilent Grief the Mien of Marble wears, 
Nor yields the woe-fix'd Eye the Eaſe of Tea rs. 
While unforeſeen Affitions pang the Soul, 


Retir'd, averſe to Comfort, or Controul, 


In vain 1 Reaſon talks; ; in vain our Friends condole. 


War then, officious Muſe, this baleful Strain? 
All ſocial Sorrows but augment our Pain : 
Can thy raſh Verſe with private Anguiſh ſuit ? 
Wet can the Muſe in publick Woe be mute ? 
3 B | | FROM 


| 4 | 


FROM hence, my Lord, theſe duteous Lays preſume 


5 To bang their humble Chaplet on che Tomb; 
The Tomb, that holds for ever from our Vicw, 


The beſt loved Brother, Parent, Patriot too. 


Wurrhen the Rahe or the able. W oe 


More wrings the Hcar eit, only y know; 


But when 5 Bre- alt aflichon wears 


ati 


Death & gelle, chilies car Tears. 


A Kine ſo ſerv'd, a People fo content, 
Vet never crown'd the Praiſe of Government. 
How great, how glorious mult that Reign appear, 


When Patriot-Merit made the Miniſter : 4 


SELDOM fuch choſen-Virtue fil 18 the Poſt, 
Too oft have private Views the Virtue loſt. 
But here Where Truth untainted grac d Ts Power, 


It almoſt taught our Wonder to adore! 


Well 


Ty 


: Well might our Wonder deem that Virtue ſound, 
| Whoſe Breaſt, tho' bare, no Party Rage cou'd wound, 
Through all conteſting Schemes for Power, he fate, . 
Vatouch'd, by Slings, and Arrows of their Hate, 
So wide, at leaſt, the miſſive Malice flew, 


That ſcarce of « one intended Wound we know 


Wnar more could Wiſdom to our Wiſhes give, 


What greater Luſtre could the Throne receive, 


N Than ſuch a F rend to Freedom, and Prerogative? 


IN grave 8 when bead eng Heat ran hi gh: 5 
How has he calm'd them by Integrity 2 


While on his op ning Heart, and bealing Tongue, : 


Perſuaſion, Evidence, Conviction hung! 


Ah! muſt the Merit, that ſo charm'd our Senſe, 


Grateful alike to People and to Prince, 


Be, by the Grave, deprived of farther ' Recompence? | 


ha 


Take heed, fond Muſe, perhaps thy warmer Thought 


Too far, has on unguarded Fancy wrought. 


The 


5 > 1 


The Great no Terrors in the Grave perceive, 


| While Deeds of Virtue mould” ring Tombs outlive. 
The Man may periſh, but his nobler Part 


Rajan: el Being by Deſert! 
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Trvs, when our future Annals ſhall relate 
This happy long: paſt period of our State, 
Then ſhall a Patriot PELHAM grace the Page, 


| Marking the Ara of a Golden Age. 
Then ſhall his Virtues be confign'd to Fame, 


And Truths atteſted conſecrate the Name. 


2 
* 
. 
4 
0 
4 
5 * 
. 
8 7 
. 
* 
» 
& 
i - 
* 
. 4 
* 
* 
, 
* 
e * 
* 7 
U 
, 
« 
© 
Sv 
b 5 
„ 2 . 
* * 
Sd , 
2 
© 
- 
* 
” 
* 
* 
= Se 
- 
© 
* 
* 
6 L 
pe 
« , 
4 
1 
5 5 it „ y —,. 
T * 3 —— d 5 * — 1 
2 — 
P - o > 
. i . : : ea 
N ä — 0 N — r n een 
72 — — — * e b P FI 


